ADDENDA AND CORRIGENDA
value than happiness, and history, that preserves in a
limbeck or a reliquary the blood of battles and the
iniquity of the great, forgets how many golden lads
and girls spent Flodden's night in blissful, leg-locked
sleep; how many plump merchants made an un-
expected guinea the day Charles Edward turned home
from Derby; how many honest housewives thought
more of a well-basted fowl, and a good husband's
gratitude for it, than of John Knox's sermons; how
much ale was drunk in despite of the iron law of
wages; and that cheerfulness and kindliness were not
all killed by Kirk Sessions. Half a millennium hence
historians may write of 1935 as a village on the slope
of a smoking volcano. They may say that all Europe
was an armed camp, and the threat of war occluded
all other thoughts. They may speak of the millions
of men who were unemployed and had no hope of
employment. They may describe our desperate race
to re-arm, and our futile conferences to keep the
peace. They may quote statistics to show that children
were undernourished, and most of their parents
cancerous. They may see the Class Struggle as we
see the Wars of the Roses, and with horror discuss
our miseducation, our music, and our mass hysterias.
But what will they know, these grave historians, of
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